IV

WHAT'S the use of trying to read Shakespeare,
especially in one of those little thin paper editions
whose pages get ruffled, or stuck together with
sea-water ? Although the plays of Shakespeare
had frequently been praised, even quoted, and
placed higher than the Greek, never since they
started had Jacob managed to read one through.
Yet what an opportunity'!

For the Solly Isles had been sighted by Timmy
Durrant lying like mountain-tops almost a-wash
in precisely the right place. His calculations
had worked perfectly, and really the sight of him
sitting there, with his hand on the tiller, rosy
gilled, with a sprout of beard, looking sternly
at the stars, then at a compass, spelling out quite
correctly his page of the eternal lesson-book,
would have moved a woman. Jacob, of course,
was not a woman. The sight of Timmy Durrant
was no sight for him, nothing to set against the
sky and worship; far from it. They had
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